THE MAKING OF A NATIONALIST
THE GREENGROCER CAME UP TO ME IN THE STREET ONE DAY
and in the best manner of the Arabian Nights told me
that a wealthy householder, having heard of my interest
in the Arabic language, asked permission to call. He
would like to give me lessons. He wished to make it
clear that he did not desire to be paid. All I might do in
return was to talk English to him occasionally.
This was too charming, I enquired about the house-
holder, and heard that he had been a schoolmaster at
Ba'quba, had inherited from an uncle, and now lived with
his wife and family in my neighbourhood, attending to
his property, which consisted of several houses round
about. He was a most respectable man. The green-
grocer, with his hand upon his heart, assured me I need
have no fears. I had none, as a matter of fact. I invited
them both to coffee next day.
The householder's name was Nasir Effendi. He was a
middle-aged stoutish man with grizzled hair, and plump
cheeks, straight nose, small shrewd eyes, and an expression
of agreeable placidity. He was dressed in European